SMUGGLERS  IN  THE  SAYAN   MOUNTAINS

a Cossack officer who had escaped from Minusinsk
jail, but who had ridden back into the forest at sight
of the guards.

That was enough for the two young Bolsheviks.
After hurriedly accepting a gift of tobacco from the
smugglers they flung themselves into the saddle and
raced off in pursuit of the Cossack.

Needless to say, the Cossack was also a smuggler,
our "man of straw" so to speak, and this little comedy
was only designed to distract the frontier guards*
attention from ourselves. As soon as they disappeared
in the forest we drove away as fast as we could.
Another two and a half miles., and we were safely
across the frontier in Mongolia.

Some fifteen miles further on we reached the camp
where our associates were awaiting us. There was a
friendly fire and our "Cossack officer" was already
sitting in front of it sipping hot tea.

"Hullo, boys!" he greeted us. Then he told us how
he had fooled the Bolshevik guards by riding for
some distance along the forest track, where the hoof-
prints were clearly recognisable, then fording a small
river and doubling back across dry meadows to the
Mongolian road ahead of us.

Our camp was in a well-hidden hollow a few hundred
yards from the road, in the midst of rich pasture-land.
Tying out our horses to graze, we settled down to
our own meal of dried bear flesh. It was dark brown,
like congealed blood, and so tough that it made our
teeth grit, yet with a glass of hot tea it made a satisfying
banquet in the cold night of the Mongolian steppe,
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